TALES OF DESTINT

VIII. THE SACRED PICKAXE
TOLD BY THE MAGISTRATE



first wolf-grey of the dawn was
creeping over the scene, and turning to
a sickly yellow the flare of the little
oil lamps arranged around the veranda.
The morning air bit shrewdly, and more
than one of the seated or reclining figures had
gathered his robes more closely around him.
All eyes were now turned on the kotwal. He alone of
the company had not contributed from his store of
experiences.

" Methinks it is too late for any more story-telling/1
he protested diffidently, with gesture and glance
toward the east in token that he spoke truly.
" Nay, nay/' cried the Rajput, " this night will not
be complete without the full measure of our enter-
tainment. Come, come, friend; the sun is yet an hour
below the horizon."

Murmurs of approval showed that the general wish
had been interpreted.

" Be it so, then/' assented the magistrate. " I have
heard so many stories this night that it would indeed
be churlish on my part to refuse to give you one of
mine. Well, listen.                                   f

" Know, my friends, that I am a district judge in
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